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Check the Kind of Body { 

I YOU WOlff! COUPON BELOW 

...and I'll Prove How EASILY You Can Have It! 




JUST tell me where you want it— 
and I'll add SOLID INCHES of 
powerful new muscle SO FAST your 
friends will grow bug-eyed with 
wonder! 

Do you want me to broaden your 
shoulders— put trip-hammer power in 
both your arms-make your 
legs two pillars of strength? 
Then just check what you 
want below. I'll prove you 
get it in just 15 minutes 
day— in your own home 
cost you a 
penny! 
I don't care if you are 
15 or 50 years old— or 
how ashamed of your 
present physical 

you may be. I 
can give you a "barrel 
chest" and a vise-like 
grip. I can shoot new strength 
into your old backbone, exercise 
those inner organs - help you 
cram your body so full of pep, 
vigor and red-blooded vitality 
that you won't feel there's even 
standing room" left for 
weakness and that lazy 
feeling. I'll wake up 
that 
sleeping 
energy of 
yours and 
make it 
hum like 
a high- 
powered 
ou'll feel and look differ- 
you'll begin to LIVE! 
WHAT'S MY SECRET? 
"DYNAMIC TENSION"! That's 
the ticket! The identical natural 
method that I myself developed to 
change my body from the scrawny 
skinny chested weakling I was at 17 



to my present superman physique! Thou- 
sands of other fellows are becoming mar- 
velous physical specimens— my way. I give 
you no gadgets or contraptions to fool with. 
When you have learned to develop 
your strength through "Dynamic Tension" 
you can laugh at the artificial muscle- 
makers. You simply utilise the DOR- 
rle-power in your own God- 
'en body— watch it increase 
id multiply double-quick into 
al solid LIVE MUSCLE. 




My B 



;thod— "Dynamic Ten- 
sion- will turn the trick for 
you. No theory— so easy! Spend 
only 15 minutes a day in your 
own home. From the very 
start you'll be using my meth- 
od of "Dynamic Tension" al- 
most unconsciously every min- 
ute of the day— walking, bend- 
ing over, etc.-to BUILD THE 
MUSCLE and VITALITY 
you want. And you'll be using 
the method which many great 
athletes use for keeping in con- 
dition— prise fighters, wrestlers, baseball 
and football players, etc. 



FREE 



Illustrated 32- 
Page Book. Just 
Mail the Coupon. 



SEND NOW for my famous book, 
"Everlasting Health and Strength." (Over 
31/2 MILLION fellows have sent for it 
already.) It contains 32 pages, packed 
from cover to cover with actual photo- 
graphs and valuable advice. Shows what 
"Dynamic Tension" has done for others, 
answers many vital questions. Page by 
page it shows what I can do for YOU. 

This book is a real prize for any fel- 
low who wants a better build. Yet I'll 
send you a copy absolutely FREE. Just 
glancing through it _^_ 
may mean the turning 
point in your whole 
life! Check the infor- 
mation you want ( in 
the coupon below) and 
rush it to me person- 
ally. CHARLES ATLAS, 
Oept. 33511 ,1115 East 
23rd St., N. Y. 10, N. V. 






inches on my chest 
(normal) and 2'/2 
inches expanded. 



-You changed me 
from a weakling 
to a real he-man. 
My chest has gone 
up 6 inches. I am 
a solid mass of 

_t. W., Montana 



CHARLES ATLAS, DEPT. 32512 

115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 

72&VC C4ox&4 <2t£<M: -tfezek -t&e. £<»u£a£ 

'R/h'/jj <Q f/JsTM*-^-- Send me absolutely FREE a copy of your 

C^f**y " lASC&n^ ■ f am ous book ■•Everlasting Health and 

' Strength" — 32 pages, crammed with pho- 

(Check as many as you like) tographs. answers to vital health ques- 

□ u nut. irj i.n B-„k. tlons, and valuable advice 1 understand 

Mote Weight— lot ia— in Ihe Kight tnjs boot w mine tQ kpep ftn(J sendln g for 

Places it does not obligate me In any way 

O Broader Chest and Shoulders 
□ More Powerful Arms and Grip 
D Slimmer Waisi and Hips 
D letter Regularity, Digestion, 



Name— 



Cleorei 

LI More Powerful Leg Must Its 
D Bttier Sleep, Mere Energy 
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SWEETHEARTS 

fh« following outstanding maqatintt art «at!ly identified 
•it th*Ir co««ri by th« words A CHARLTON PUBLICATION. 

ATOMIC MOUSE * COWBOY WESTERN HEROES * CRIME AND JUSTICE * FUNNY ANIMALS 
fcH! Aik thin crnay comic « HAUNTED * HOT RODS AND RACING CARS * POT O 1 OOF D 
^?. H v^ RUE . WESTERN * ROCKY LANE WESTERN * RACKET SQUAD * SIX-GUN BEBOfii 
ROMANTIC STORY * SCIENCE-FICTION SPACE ADVENTURES * STRANCE SUSPENSE STORTES 
SWEETHEARTS * TEX RITTER WESTERN * TRUE LIFE SECRETS * TV TEENS 
ZOO FUNNIES « THE THING 
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'hat is itlike to f&i unwanted and lonely f what is it like to be a emm to yourown 
PESIPESt- r knew/ r felt and experienced the torture or knowing what i was.. 

A DESPERATE WOMAN IN IOVE. A WOMAN WHO COULD HIDE A TERRIBLE SECRETIN HER 
HEART BUT NEVER *Oft6ET IT... A WOMAN WHO WAS... 




%IFE IN THE 
J OZARK HILLS 
'WASN'T VERY 
EASY. TRUE- 
THERE WAS WORK 
FOP ALL... BUT 
fi.IV/N6 WASN'T ALL 
1 WORK. PEOPLE KNEW 
\ ONE ANOTUER INTI- 
I MATELY..TOO INTI- 
MATELY IN FACT. 
MAYBE THAT WAS 
MY FAULT. I WAS 
UNHAPPY AND 
BITTER. ALL Tl 
BOYS HAD TRIE 
TORVTE ME.Bi 
T WASN'T ODIN, 
BE ANYONE'. 
SWEETHEART.. NOT 

me .'twas some. 

TO WAIT FOR SOME 
ONE WONDERFU^ 

-x5 



BUT WHEN IS HE OOIN6 
TO COME INTO MV LIFE ? 
WHEN WILL r EVER 




FELT r 
WAS 
DIFFERENT 
THAN THE 
OTHER GIRLS 
IN THE HILLS. 
I WANTED TO 
LIVE LIKE 
&IPLS T'P READ 
ABOUT IN BOOKS 
..HOPIN& SOME- 
DAY MY PRINCE 
CHARMING 
WOULD COMEf 
THAT AFTER- 
NOON WAS . 

Like all the 
rest.. quiet 
and boring- 
only now, as 
i turned my 

• NEAP... 
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Mr ALL HAP 
HAPPENED 
SUPPENLY f 
ONE MOMENT 
THE CAR WAS 
ON THE ROAP.. 
THE NEXT MOMENT, 
IT WAS A SHATTERS? 
WRECK. IRAN TO 
THE CAR ANP 
WRENCHEP 
OPEN THE BENT 
POOR,PRAeolN6, 
PULLIN6 THE 
STILL FORM 
THAT WAS 
HUNCHEP 
OVER THE 
WHEEL.. 



SAT THERE FOR WHAT MUST HAVE 
BEEN HOURS. BUT THE MEN FROM 
TOWN WHO RUSHEP UP TOLP ME IT HAP 
BEEN MINUTES f STILL I PIPN'T KNOW 
WHY X WAS SO PANICKY. . . 



krlHAT WAS HOW BOB PERMOT CAME 
1&TO MY LIFE. ..LIKE A PRINCE 
CHARMINSf ONLY IT WAS CINPEREUA 
WHO NURSEP HIM BACK TO HEALTH.' 
PUPINS THOSE NEXT FEW WEEKS, r 
NEVER LEFT HIS SIPE^PETERMWep 
TO MAKE HIM WELL ASAIN... y-fp**" 




SMUSTHAVE 
BEEN 
CRAZY 

TO FEEL 
THAT WAY 

ABOUT 
SOMEONE 

T HAD 

NEVER EVEN 

TALKEP TO.. 

MUCH LESS 

SEEIY 

IN MY 

ENTIRE 

LIFE. BUT 

ZKNEW.. 

PEEP 
POWN IN 
MY HEART 
I KNEW 
HE WAS 
THE ONEf 




fANTASriC? UN- 
REAL? VES... 
z suppose ir 

WAS! BUT! 
COULDN'T HELP 
WHAT Z FELT 
TOWARD, HIM... 
TOWARD A MAN 
WHO HAD COME 
INTO MY LIFE 
WITH SUCH 
SUDDEN FORCE. 
HEAVEN HAP 
ANSWERED UN 
DREAMS, t 
WAS A LITTLE 
THING ON MY 
RART TOBEHIS 
SAVIOR! AND 
AS THE MONTHS 
MERGED INTO 
SPRING... 
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I., t CAN'T BELIEVE 
IT, NANCY. ..I'M 
WALWNS .' IT'S A 
MIRACLE I 
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I HATED MY LIFE BEFORE ..TOURS, TRAVEL, 
PARTIES* . FALSE VALUES . . HYPOCRITICAL 
FRIENDS t I HAD TO GET AWAY. YOU SAVED 
MY LIFE.. AND I .FOUND HAPPINESS I 
WITH YOU . BUT I LOVE MY MUSIC TOO, 
NANCY. I KNOW YOU'LL WANT 
TO BEWITW ME.. AS MY I """" 




^\HPPAYS LATER. . THE BIG -CITY.. . A NEW WORLP 

*■" BEFORE ME..AWORLPT WAS FRI6HTENEP 

OF... A WORLP THAT LUREP ME ON f I CLUNS 

FIERCELY TO BOB, MY ONE LINK TO SECURITY... 



WOB'S SUPPEN APPEARANCE CAUSEP 

A TURMOIL r ANP AFTER THE UPROAR, 

ANP EXCITEMENT WERE OVER, BOB (SOT 

POWN TO BUSINESS! 





Zi^th ORRIS 

GENTRY ANP ANN 
REVON WERE 
BOB'S MANAGERS. 
BUTt SUSPECTEP 
THAT THEY WERE 
ALSO THE ONE- 
TIME CONTROLLERS 

OF HIS LIFE 

ESPECIALLY SO 
SINCE I KNEW 
THEY PISLIKEP ME 
AS MUCH AS I 
PISLIKEP THEM 
FORCHAN6ING 
BUT BOB'S 
CONCERT WAS A 
THING OF BEAUTY 
TOBEREMEMBEREP 
FOR ALWAYS... 



JUTSECREKY 
I HAP POUBTEP 
BOB'S OWN MOTIVE 
FOR WANTING TO 
RETURN. HIS 
KISSES HAP BE- 
COME LESS ARPENT 
..LESS PEMANPtNS.. 
HIS ATTENTIONS 
MORE ANP MORE 
VARIEP. BUT NOW.. 
NOW AFTER THE 
CONCERT WAS 
OVER, HE'P COME 
BACK TO ME, r 
THOUGHT. ONLY 
THAT WASNT 
GOING TO BE.. FOR 
LATER, AT A 
PARTY... 



IT'S AS IF I DON'T EXIST.' 
, MORRIS AND ANN ARE DOING I 
- THIS TO ME DELIBERATELY/ 
• WHY DOESN'T BOB TAKE ME_ 
AWAV FROM ALL THIS? " 
•.WHY? 
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TRIED 
HARP NOT 

to show my 
anger anp hurt 
feelings.. buti 
was losing the 
fight. i wasn't 
like these 

SMART, SLIOfOTY 
FOLK. Z WAS 
JUST A COUNTRY 
SAL WHO WANTED 
HER MAN AND 
WAS FINPIN6 THE 
CODS STACKED 
AGAINST HER". 
BUT HOW BAOLY 
STACKED Z WAS 
TO REALIZE 
WHEN ANN REVON 
WALKED UP 
TOME... 




iECAUSE NOW I KNEW THAT I HAD WON BOB 
FOR MY VERY OWN. THE FEAR IN MY HEART 
HAD VANISHED FOREVER.' 



fOB MORE SECRET TRUE IIFE STORIES AMD DYNAMIC CONEESS/ONS READ 
OUR MEW BIG ISSUE OE TRUE LIFE 5ECRETS AT YOUR MEVtSSTANO MOW! 
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HOW! A NEW 

TREND Of" 
KHVTfWTWtT 

MacTBENOHO 

evenbe-bop 

hadcausht 

AM nrTEDEST, 

AND ACQUAWIHS 
ME WITH ITS 



OFONENTS 
— THE 
HOT , 



SWEETHEARTS 




AT IAD'S I COULDWT GET IN WITH TWERHVTOW, 
AND WHEN I COMPLAINED TO DRUMMER, HE PUSHED 
A LIGHTED BEEPER MY WW, AND 



ALL RIGHT, DRUMMER. 
I SUESS A PUFF OR 
WON'T KILL ME . 




THAT'S IT, DOLL. DRAW IN A Bid 
MOUTHFUL ANOHOLDIT»l\OUR,L . 
FOR A FEW SECONDS. ITU. SET \OU« 
DANCING FEET ON THE GIOKV ROAOi 
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11 DREW ON 

THE REEFER 
AND HELO TIGHT. 
WHILE THE SMOKE 
SCRATCHED »V 
LUNGS LIKE TINY, 
SCAMPERING FEET. 
THEN, I FECTTHE 
UGNTNESS AND 
THE STRIDENT 
CHORDS FROM THE 
SAND SUDDENLY 
BECOME LIKE THE 
GOLDEN TONES 
FROM A SINGING- 
HARP J 



ARE YOU GONE, DOLL? 
ARE YOU RIDINS THE 



JSOLPEN CHORP °_^4TlO L^tSS 




HADPAJN9 
UN STOMACH 
THE una- DAY, 
AND A SMTTMa 
HEADACHE. I 
FBTTERRHUI, 
AND THEN 
WHEN TBO 
CAMS UP TO ' 
VIST AND 
WARN ME 
AGAIN ABOUT 
jj STAYING 

■ away prom 

■ thebano— - 

1 
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^SWIMMER 

" sent we 

HOME 

WITH ONS 
OP THE 
SIMS AND 

Yisrreo 

ME -THE 

HEfT 

MOKNIMa. 




Wptbb i »s<rr oeuamek tub teieskam 

I LNOOOHM AGAIN. I WAITED THROUGH 
THE IHSHT AND THE NEW OtV AWOPARX 
OF THE NEW MOMT. THEN THE DOOR 
— AND—- 
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SHE NEXT FEW DRO WERE LIKE A SAO OREAtt. 
WE PAWS CONTINUED AMD MY THROAT WAS ALWAYS 
ORV. TECJ'S FAMILY HELPED ALL THEY COULD ANOTTO 
HIMSELF WAS ALWAYS THERE TO COMFORT ME. 
THEN, ONE MORNINQ 
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N0.THANK9. THE MUSIC SOUNDS OOOO 
BUT £ OON'T THINK I'LL EVER WANT 
ID PLAY AGAIN . 
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I'VE TRIED TO SHOW YOU THAT 
MUSIC AND A DECENT, NORMAL LIFE 
CAW SO TOGETHER i THAT THE WEIRD 
CHARACTERS AND THE REEFER 
ADDICTS OF THE CELLAR CLUBS — 
AREN'T REALLV A PART OF THE 
WORLD QFMUSIC i BUT I SEE I'VE 




"LILLIAN'S 
LUCK" 



I think that Guggenheimer's Department 
Store is about the nicest place in our city, state, 
country — — or even in the entire world. Now 
I know there are people who will tell you that 
Old Man Guggenheimer is a cranky man who 
hates the sight of people but loves their money. 
It just isn't true, and you can take my word for 
it. For I, Lillian Gibbons, would never tell a lie. 
' I remember what my father used to tell me 
when I was a little girl. 

"No matter how much you will suffer, always 
tell the truth. If you tell one lie, then you must 
build up a bridge of lies, and your creation 
will collapse and destroy you." 

My father died when I was fourteen years 
old, and I had to work in the afternoons in 
order to finish school and help Ma. Dear Mo; 
the never had an easy life. 

"You really should go to college, Lillian/' 
she would tell me. "If you want advancement 
in this world, you must be an educated person." 

Ma was right. But then I had the simple 
answer to all that she would say. 

"We have to pay the landlord, the grocer, 
the butcher, the electric company, the telephone 
company, the vegetable man, the doctor, the 
dentist, the owner of the shoe store and lots 
of other people. They want money. Without 
money we just can't live." 

So, when I graduated, I applied for a full- 
time position at Guggenheimer** Department 
Store. It almost sounds incredible, but the Old 
Man insisted on interviewing all his help. 

"Good policy to know all my employees," 
he would insist. "I want only honest and 
courteous people working for me." 

I starred in as a stock girl in the Fur Depart- 
ment, and I was very happy with my work. 
Often In Hie back room I would put on an 
expensive mink coat and look at myself in the 
mirror and dream. One day I merely let my 
thoughts express themselves out loud. 

"Lillian, some day you will meet a million' 
aire. If you wore such a coat, he would be in> 
pressed. But you won't have the coat, so you 
won't get the millionaire. Lillian's luck! So, you 
will settle for some nice guy who will never 
make mora than seventy-five dollars o week. 
You'll scrub floors, darn his socks, cook his 




meals and have three children. But you will be 
happy — you hope." 

Suddenly I heard someone laugh, and I turn- 
ed around in a hurry. At the same time, I start- 
ed to take the coat off. 

"Keep it on," said a young man. He was 
tall, well built, with jet black hair. And he was 
young — I would say about twenty-two at the 
most. 

"You are not allowed here," I chided him. 
"This is the stock room, and only employees 
are permitted back here." 

He handed me a red slip, which meant he 
hod just been employed. 

"My name is Fred Silvester," he announced, 
"and I am also going to take care of stock. 
What's your name?" 

"Lillian Gibbons," I replied, "and the soener 
I replace this coat the better. Mr. Waldorf, who 
Is Assistant Buyer, doesn't like the help to try 
on coats." 

There was a cafeteria in the store where you 
could buy a good meal at cost. I sat down at 
o table and — who should come up??? 

"May I sit down and keep you company?,*" 
asked my new co-worker. 

"No Jaw against it, Mr. Silvester.** 

"You might as well call me Fred,** he re- 
plied, "because you are eventually going to do 
it." 

"Then sit down, Fred," I replied with a smile. 
"I guess that means you want to call me Lillian, 
but please don't call me Lillie for short." 

Everything was fine for the next two weeks. 
And then 1 it happened. I was lifting some boxes. 
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and some dirt got on my nose. Fred took out 
his handkerchief and brushed away the dirt. 

"Close your eyes for one second," he said, 
"I think there is some dirt over your eyelids.'* 

And, like a fool, I fell for it. A second later 

. he had me in his arms and was kissing me. 

I struggled, and he let go. Then with my right 

hand I smacked him. You could see the imprint 

of my fingers on his cheek. 

"You fool/' he snarled, "1 ought to spank 
you. Hitting me for nothing at alt." 

"Nothing at all," J snapped back. "You kiss 
me and think it is nothing at all. I believe you 
should kiss a girl when you feel you love her, 
when she loves you, and you both ore serious." 
And then I don't know how, but the words just 
went past my lips. "Are you serious, Fred?" 

"Heaven's sokes, no," he sort of shot back 
at me. "It was just in fun." 

Up went my hand, and I smacked him again. 
Believe me, I was furious. 

"What kind of a girl do you think I am?,** 
I demanded. "Either you quit or I quit." 

1 went home mad that evening and could 
hardly eat my supper. 

"Is something wrong?" asked my mother. 

I was about to answer in the affirmative, 
when the bell rang. Mother answered, and 
there was Fred Silvester with flowers in one 
hand and a box of candy in the other. 

"Peace offerings," he said as he placed the 
flowers and candy on the table. "I'm terribly 
ashamed of the way I acted." 

"You should be," I replied. "And to tell you . 
the truth I feel like telling you to get out. I can 
hardly eat my supper." 

"I haven't eaten supper yet," he told me. 
"I felt all upset the way I acted. If you say so, 
I'll quit my job." 

"Suppose you pull up a chair and eat 
supper with us," my mother suggested, "and 
maybe I can figure out what happened." 

And that is how it all started. We saw a lot 
ot each other for the next two months. Fred 
would take me to movies and even some shows. 

You shouldn't spend so much money on me," 
I would protest. But he always had a good 
answer. 

"I get passes from my friends. Got a couple 
of contacts here and there." 

And when he kissed me and held me in his 
arms, he knew my response would be different 
than the first time he kissed me. Our lips met 
and were together. I could feel my heart race 
madly as he said to me the words every giri 
wants to hear. 

"You can pick out the engagement ring." 

"I'll settle for a small one," I told him, "even 
though in my dreams I want a big rock. We'll 
have to get a lot of things to furnish the apart- 
ment when we get married." 

"Let's have a special celebration Saturday 



night," he said. Then, to my surprise, he add- 
ed, "Maybe I can get Mr. Waldorf to let you 
wear one of the mink coats. We will go to the 
town's best night club." 

I thought he was kidding, but on Saturday 
night he showed me a clearance card for a mink 
coat, number 2376, with a price tag of $7500 
on it. The coat was wrapped, and we took It 
to my home. I changed into an evening gown. 
Fred had with him a valise, and in it was a 
Tuxedo. He went into "the bathroom and chang- 
ed clothes. When we were ready to leave, 
my mother had but one comment to make. 

"I'm so happy for borti of you." . 

There was a table reserved for us, and the 
evening went very quickly. But when! present- 
ed my check at the cloak room, I was given an 
old cloth coat. 

"There's a mistake," I told the girl. She, in 
turn, got the manager, and Fred came up to 
me. 

"This looks like a racket," said Fred to the 
man. "I ought to call the cops." 

"Go ahead," snapped back the manager, 
"and I'll sue you for false arrest." 

Nothing happened, and Fred took me home. 
I could see lie was worried. 

"It will work out right," I told him. "I will 
see you on Monday at the store." 

I didn't sleep at all. And I became worried a 
lot when I didn't hear from Fred. Monday I 
went to work late and saw Mr. Guggenheimer 
in his private office. I told him the truth and 
what had happened. Then I handed him my 
savings bank book. 

"My father left an insurance policy of three*, 
thousand dollars for me. When I got married* 
the money was to furnish the home. You can 
have all of it. I'll work extra and make more 
money to repay for that coat. Please don't do 
anything to Fred Silvester." * 

The Old Man looked at me and then smiled. 
He got up from his chair and planted a kiss on 
my forehead. 

"Fred is my nephew," he said. "He Inherits 
this store when I die. I wasn't exactly thrilled 
when he told me he was going out with a 
stock girl, but you are the real stuff. You'll 
make a wonderful wife. We recovered the coat 
with the aid of the Police Commissioner. I think 
I ought to tell him about this." 

"Please don't," I pleaded, "because I 
thought yesterday that maybe he had forged 
Mr. Waldorf's name to use the coat." 

"I'll keep that secret," replied Mr. Guggen- 
heimer, "only if you take the coat as my wed- 
ding present." 

See what I mean? Our store, Guggenheimer'* 
Department Store, is about the nicest place in 
our city, state, country — or even in the entire 
world. 

The End 
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WEDNESDAY NIGHT 
AFTER WORK, 
IO PICK ROSS OP 
AT HIS OFFICE 
AMD WE'D SO TO 

TOE MOVIES 
AND DREAM IN 
THE BALCONY OP 
THAT WONDERFUL 
DAY WHEN OUR 
ENGAGEMENT 
FINALLY 
BLOSSOMED INTO 
MARRIAGE . 




HI, Darling. 

READY TO TAKE 

ME TO T«E 

MOVIES ? 



It* AFRAID NOT, PESSY.^ 

THERE ARE SOME PEOPLE 
OUT5IPE TO SEE ME . I 
DON'T KNOW HOW LONG 
IT WILL. TAKE 




I RECOSNIZEP THE MEN AS THEY CAME IM. 
THEY WERE ALL S 
OF TOWN] PEOPLE I'D 
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WE'RE NOT HERB TO SECT AROUND 

THE 8USH WITH YOU ROSS. We 
REPRESENT THE DECENT CITIZENS 
OF THIS TOWN. WE WANT YOU 
TO RUN FOR, MAYOR 





©OSS WAS QUIET AND DISTURBED 
FOR THE REST OF THE EVENING . I 
KNEW WHAT HE WAS THINKING ABOUT) 
BUT I DENT BROACH THE SUBJECT 
TIL WE WERE PARKED ON 

OBSERVATION H ILL . I mm 

«•»' T* THIS W 

YOU'VE BEEN SOT MAYOR THINS, 
QUIET ALL EVE- \ PESSY. MAYBE I 
NINS, DARLING. SHOULD TURN rT 
FEEL LIKE TALK- 1 DOWN, ng 

ins about rr^^^mi^M *&m$ 
now ? ^rr&J^S^S^- 
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«E\ 



_ went mmediatew to see mr. carver who was 
winning ross 1 campaign . x was sick with fear as he 
Read the letter, it seemed uke the end op 
everything- i «ad worked tor. 



IT'S FROM FELL, ALL RIGHT. LIKE 
THE WHISPERING CAMPAIGN HE 
TRIED TO START AGAINST YOU . 
WE'S AFRAID YOU MIGHT WIN 
THE ELECTION . 




I THINK NICK'S TOO SMART FOR THAT. HE 
WOULDN'T SEND A THREAT AND THEN 
COMMIT MURDER. IT'S JUST A BLUFF 




BLUFF OR NO BLUFF, I'M IN 
THIS CAMPAIGN TO STAY, 
NICK FELL IS A FOOL ~ 
HE THINKS HE CAN 



lAJ DESPERATE PLAN FORMED IN MV MIND AS WE 
LEFT CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS. I NWTED TO BE 
THE MAYOR'S WIFE MORS THAN ANYTHING IN THE 
WORLD, AND FOR THAT THE MAYOR HAD TO BE AUVE . 



COME ON, DARLING. NOT TONIGHT, ROSS. I 
I'LL BUY -/OU SOME J HAVE SOME THINGS TO 
DINNER. ZS DO AND I'M RATHER 

TIRED 





SWEETHEARTS 



S MAD NO TROUBLE RliCXNG NICK PELL'S 4ARI9H 
mansion. Evsavowe KNEW where HE LIVED. ItW 
HEART WAS POUNDIN& AS I KNOCKED ON THE DOOR . 




/heuo7" > 
(j mr.fell. 
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' f» APRMO X iwniwmiinm ««i 1 
OONTKNOW 

WH«r VOU'RE \ PLEAD WTO YOO.MR. 
TALKINS ABOUT, ) PELL. I'LL PROMISE ANY- 
MISS TURNER. / THINS ONW DON'T HURT 




SWEETHEARTS 




SWEETHEARTS 




SWEETHEARTS 



_jS X STOKE i IT FB1T AS IF A OBAN WMOWERB 
rASSINS OVER ME. Z COULD TELL BY THE SILENCE 
THAT THEY BELIEVED HH SICW. NO MATTER. 
WHAT THEY THOUGHT OF ME, ROSS WAS SAVED . 




SWEETHEARTS 




UHE BLACK 

UMOUSINE 
PULLED THROUGH 
THE GATHERING 
THROWS OUTSIDE 
THE CHURCH AND 

I NERVOUSLY 
ADJUSTED m 
COAT AND TAILS. 

HH WEDOMIS WAS 
TO BE A BIG 
SOCIAL AFFAIR— 
A SIS EVENT FOR 
ANV GUY, BUT FOR 
SOMEONE LIKE 
ME— IT LOOKED 
LJKE A 
HOLLYWOOD 
PRODUCTION! 



THIS IS THE WAY IT WILL BE FOR ME 
FROM NOW ON. IN ANOTHER MONTH — 
OR A YEAR AT MOST — THE OTHER 
UFE I'VE KNOWN WILL DROP AWAY AS 




IRS, IN ONE OF THE ROOMS, X ADJUSTED MY 
SUIT IN A FULL LENGTH MIRROR AND AWAITED THE 
SIGNAL FOR THE STARTING OF THE CEREMONY. 
I WHISPEREO AT IWY REFLECTION/ 




SWEETHEARTS 



Ob. 



WELL — \ UH-UH I I SUPPED INTO A CUSTOMER'S 

just 1 formal oirmr just to see wnarro 

LOOK, AT/ LOOK UKE { YOU WOULD CATCH ME/ 
* FEB. UKE A KID CAUGHT IN 

COOKiSJARi 




._ MIRROR 

iMAee 

DBSOUEDTO 

ANOTHER 
MOMENT, MANY 
MOUTHS ASO.I 
WASWEARINS 
TAILS THEN, 
TOO, ANO 
STANOINS BEFORE 
THE MIRROR 
IN BACK OF 

THE SMALL 
D RV CLE ANING 
STORE I 
OPERATED! 
wrm svbha.' 



VKfii KIDDED ME ABOUT THE SUTT— ANO I LOVED IT. I 

euess we kidded a lot even though things were 
GOING FRO* BAD TO WORSE.. .THE STORE SUPPING OUT 
OF OUR FIN6ERS. I 

' I DONT KNOW... IT SEEMED LIKE SUCH 
A MODEST DREAM — THIS LITTLE CLEANING AND DYEING 
STORE, MARRIAGEi A SMALL HOME OP OUR OWN .' BUT 



YOU LOOK60 HANDSOME, JOEY/ I'M 
LUCKY I ONE OP THESE DAYS SOON, . 
YOU'RE GOING TO, BE 
MY BRIDEGROOM ! 




-• •- # 



SINESS IS BRUTAL.' HOW CAN WE EVER HAVE THOSE 
1 THINGS? 



I YOU LETTING 13M 
I COUNT YOU OUT 
; 8EF0RE THE 
I FIGHT'S OVER ? 
I YOU'VE BEEN OVER- 
I TRAINED, CHAPPIE/ 
IBUCK UP, HONEY, I- 



THEY'RE PUTTING UP THE 
SIGN OVER THAT NEW 
STORE OPENING ACROSS 
THE STREET. WONDER 
WHAT IT IS 







• C 



AAARSANT & DAUGHTER! IT'3 
ONE OF THOSE CLEANING ANO 
DYEING CHAINS '. 



WE'RE FINISHED NOW 
FOR SURE i 



THIS IS WHAT I 
PLANNED AND 
I SWEATED IT OUT 
I FOR — SEVERAL 
J YEARS IN THE 
I SERVICE .' INVESTED 
1 OUR LAST DOLLAR 
SAVED ' 



WE'LL MAKE OUT, 
HONEY— YOU'LL 
SEE !WE JUST 
CAN'T MISS .' I 
FEEL IT IN MY , 
SKINNY BONES! 



I YOU'RE A SWEET, INCORRIG- 
IBLE THING .' I LOVE YOU ! 



SWEETHEARTS 



<THERE WAS JUST NO HOLDING HER BACK. I FIGURED <VWSELF< A 
LUCKY SUV lO HAVE A GIRL UKE SYLVIA. I REMEMBER THE WW 
SHE 8ARSED IN TO TEU. ME SHE HAD A JOB THE NEXT DAY/ 



oh, hi, hon! I'm just 
closing up. where you 



IP YOU CAN'T BEAT THE OPPOSITION — 
JOIN *M ! I GOT ME A JOB WORKING 
' ' -SANT AND 



THERE'S A SPOT OPEN FOR A TRUCK 
DBFWCHEK ! I'LL HIRE YOU FOR IT.' 
WE'LL PRETEND WE'RE NOT ENGAGED , 
AT LEAST FOR AWHILE . THEN , IT CAN 
HAPPEN RIGHT IN THE PLANT I I'LL HAVB , 
THE THRILL OP A SECOND ENGAGEMENT! 




'EAH-- 
SYLVIA WAS 
QUITE A KID, 
SO, I TOOK 
THE JOB. I 
FIGURED TO 
SAVE MONEY 
AND GET A 
START ONE DAY 
IN ANOTHER 
StWU BUSINESS! 
BUT LIFE HAS A 
FIMUY WAY OF 
HAVING TCICKS 

AND ONE 
MONDAY, ABOUT 
THREE IN THE 
AFTERNOON... 




IAURA 
MARSANTGAVE 
ME A LOUS 
LOOK.' IT WAS 
AN EXPRESSION 

I WASN'T 
UNACCUSTOMED 
TD FROM WOMEN. 
I WAS TALL 
AND IN GOOD 
CONDITION 1 AND 
A DARK TAN 
ALWAYS MADE 
m BLOND HAIR 
SEEM ALMOST 

WHITE. AX 
THE GARAGE 

SOMETIME 

LATER— • 



SUESS I'LL. BE 
SETTING BACK NOW. 
THE MECHANIC SAID 
YOU'D HAVE TO WAIT 
ABOUT TWENTY 
MINUTES FOR rg^ 
YOUR CARl W* 



DONT RUSH OFF. I'LL 
BORED JUST WAITING. 
COME WE'LL. HAVE SOME 

COFFEE ACROSS THE 

STREET IN THAT 

LUNCHEONETTE . 




SWEETHEARTS 



! TAIKEO Cms A IOT...AMO SHE ENCOKMStP *B TO HSU. 
t AU MOT W9ELF. «CR EYES IHMW LEW ME A»X SPOKE. 



AFTER XCIOSBO _ 
•VONUSMNi. ^^ 

cwgBmw MgP 
STORE i X Qbs&T j*j_ 
kemt to \S.<& 

OBtW. 1 61*09 ' ;wl * 
THAT* ABOUT 
UK WHOLE 



PREfRRED FOR 
ALL EMERSBMES 
ARENT >DU ? I 
LIKE MEM LIKE 
.j 




SWEETHEARTS 



ft UKEO THE JOB AND IT SEEMED TO BE WORKING OUT. I 
^ItlEO OFTEN WITH LAURA r SPENT LOTS OF TIME WITO HER 
AT HER HOWE OR IN THE OFFICE . 



UH-HUH.'GOOO! YOU'VE BEEN OOING A FINE JOB. JOEY. ^ 
DROP OVER JO HH PIACE THIS EVENINS ANO CHECK ME ON THE 

~ REST OF THE 
RISHT, LAURA 
THERE! M 




YES, JOEY, I DO 
WANT TO ! HOLD 
«E/ 



Iftr WAS A BIG THINS FOR AMY GUY/FOR ME, IT 
v COMPLETELY BOWLED ME OVER. I FOUND MYSELF 
OOING ALONG WITH IT, EVEN FACING HERDST1WS11ISHED, 
SOLEMN-FACED FATHER. 




SWEETHEARTS 



_ iCKIN 
THEOFFICBi 
THATMONO/W, 
SVU/IA CAME 
TO ME. HUNS 

HER ARMS 

AROUND MY 

NECK. 

IT was the 

DAV WE 
WERE TO 
ANNOUNCE OUR 
ENGAGEMENT. 
THEN — 1 
TOLD HER 

THE , 
NEWS ; 



She had tried to arouse 
me— but my response of 
quiet, oeao earnestness 
threw her off completec*. 
she broke down , 8e5sed, 
pleaded.. .as i looked! 
numbly on. 



50— YOU'RE SELLING 
YOUR SOUL ! TRADING 
YOUR MANHOOD TO BE 
TIED TO HER LEASH ' 
AND I THOUSHT YOU , 

WERE SO different;. 




LOOK, SYLVIA — I 
NEVER HAD ANY- 
THING. SEE 
'WHAT'S : 
ME. I'M NO SAINT. 
THIS IS A BIG 
TEMPWION/TRV 
TO UNDERSTAND) 




OHiJOEY—I 
LOVE YOU i 



©HE WALKED OUT CRUSHED , HOPELESS . I FELT 
SCK INSIDE.. .BUT SOMEHOW I COULDN'T MAKE 
A MOVE . THE CHORD ON THE ORSAN SOUNDED, 
THE SISNAL i IT SNAPPED ME FROM MY REVERIE / 




SWEETHEARTS 




ftAlKA LOOKED STEADFAST, UNMOVED. I TURNED 
GUILTILY TO THE FATHER / 



I-~I'M SORRY FOR 
THIS SCENE, SIR i 
I— I KNOW YOU 
NEVER LIKED ME, 
NEVER THOUGHT 
ME FIT FOR YOUR 
DAUGHTER 




rr ISN'T THAT 
ATALL,IWYBOY 
WHAT I DISUKEOi 
WAS SEEING MY 
MISTAKES WITH MY 
DAUGHTER RUINING 
HER LIFE i I'VE 
GIVEN HER ALL 
MONEY COULD BUV 
I TRIED TO TELL 
HER MONEY 
COULDN'T BUY 
AlMANJ 






I WAS CRYINS...AND I'M NOT ASHAMED 
TO SAY IT, WHEN I RAN OUT OF THE PLACE. 



SOON ...I'LL SEE SYLVIA i I'LL TAKE HER 
IN MY ARMS i I'LL KNOW NOW WHAT 
LOVING SOMEONE REALLY MEANS/ 




I DON'T THINK THE AVERAGE 
SUY REALLY THINKS THAT HE 

CAN TOSS AWAY THE CHANCE 

AT A MILLION... EVEN IF HE HA3 

TO SURRENDER HIS SIRLi NOT 

DEEP IN HIS HEART. BUT IT'S 

TRUE...X KNOW. AND I'M JUST 

AN ORDINARY GUY.' 




; RiGHT f*om person v 

new mi auto camtoi or thi womd 

TO YOU . . . COMH THI* AMAZINO 

MOTO" 







I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
FOR GOOD PAY JOBS IN 



T 



America's Fast Growing Industry Offers You( 

II. EXTRA MONEY 
IN SPARE TIME 



>f<fe 



I TRAINED 
THESE MEN 




TV sales here . . . more > 
lari we can handle." — J 
unglfy, Suffolk. Va. 

110 TO SIS WEEK SPARE T 
ir months after enrollin( 




I 
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-VETERANS 



WANT YOUR OWN BUSINESS? 

Let me show you how you can be smut own 
boss. Many N'Rl train™ men ,t:irl tiioir 



Many students make $5, $10 a week and more EXTRA 
fixing neighbors' Radios in spare time while learning. 
The day you enroll I start sending you SPECIAL 
BOOKLETS that show you how. Tester you build with m 
kits I send helps you make extra money servicing sets, m 
gives practical experience on circuits common to Radio M. 
and Television. All equipment is yours to keep. 

2. GOOD PAY JOB *4 

NRI Courses lead to these and many other jobs: Radio I 
and TV service, P.A., Auto Radio, Lab, Factory, and m 
Electronic Controls Technicians, Radio and TV Broad- 
casting, Police, Ship and Airways Operators and 
Technicians. Opportunities are increasing. The United 
States has over 105 million Radios— over 2,900 Broad- i 
casting Stations — more expansion is on the way. 

3. BRIGHT FUTURE ■} 

Think of the opportunities in Television. Over 15,000,000 
TV sets are now in use; 108 TV stations are operating 
and 1800 new TV stations have been authorized . . . 
many of them expected to be in operation in 1953. This 
means more jobs — good pay jobs with bright futures. 
More operators, installation service technicians will be 
needed. Now is the time to get ready for a successful 
future in TV ! Find out what Radio and TV offer you. 

You Learn Servicing or Communications 
by Practicing With Kits I Send 

Moil Coupon— And out what RADIO- 
TtLtVISION tan Do for You 
Act Now! Send for my FREE 
DOUBLE OFFER. Coupon entitles 
vou lo actual StTviciiii.' I..;sr-on: 
how you leav 
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